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JJIiR mother ilu-n turned upon her. " 



not give you the right 1 



father, was we 
tang as he needed garments 
that had belong! t<. old I 
were much too UUge for him 
Wifely but futile, to take tin 



showed. However. John had a beautiful di 
He had never complained in his life. He did 
what it meant to "kick: against the pricks." 
garded all the pri. ks of life with an equanimit 
most went to prove him a graduate in moral 
But his wife Amelia and his daughter U<. 

roared past their old house, whieh was on a ir 
way. "Rating past every other second, and rai 
a dust! There conic two now, racing! I call it 
Amelia scowled malevolently out of her wind* 
ears rushing neck and neck in a smother of du 

Amaryllis turned around and grimaced at 
like an old monkey. "Drat them things!" she i 

"It must," remarked Louisa, "be nice to be 
I think I might be better employed wishing 1 
dress. This dress docs look rather shabby." 

"Should think it might begin to," assents 
sourly. "This is the fourth time it has been ma 

Tears welled up in Louisa's pretty eyes. "\ 
I do the best I can. Mother," she said repn 
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right to say that I want 
Frank." 

i!" declared her mother, draw 

'said Louisa: ''I don't kno that 



ters." She spoke wearily, rather than 
She understood her mother verv well. I 
she was full of hitter pain because her d; 
go shabby, and that blaming the daughte 
her peculiar way of showing her intense :i 



T (tl'ISA sev.xd on. Her mother unlimited to talk; 

but >he paid no attention. A breeze came in at the 
open window, ruffling her pretty hair, a breeze sweet 
with an unusual flower scent. The house was ancient 
and shabby; yet. despite that and the two sad figures 
sewing at the win. lows, despite the wrathful old woman 
on the steplad«ler washing gla>> ami grimaeing at fate, 
in the yard at the south were a few square feet of Para- 
disc. There lived, and grew, and bloomed, Amaryllis 
Bean's wonderful white lilies. 

Amaryllis watched always, with unworthy triumph 
in the possession of something that others had not , the 
craning of necks backward toward her patch of lilies. 
Sometimes people stopped and asked for some, and then 
Amaryllis exulted. She held her aged head high, and 
refused like a queen. She never, she said, eut one of her 
lilies. She would not eut one for the President, not if 
he were to die and didn't have a flower sent in. whieh 
wouldn't be likely. She told how she had obtained the 
bulbs from a second cousin out West, whose sister in 
law had married a rich man who wont to South America 
on business and brought home the bulbs; how the 
cousin, t>cing aware of Amaryllis's fondness for flowers, 
had sent her some bulbs: how she had planted and 
tended them, and— h>! the result! : ^ 

She however had given away some bulbs. Now and 
then she glaneed sidewise at her lilies, and into the repin- 
ing old soul came a gleam of something rarer than hap- 
piness,— the pun? delight in beauty, The lilies were 

beautiful. Close together they stood, in graeeful, swaying 
ranks and files, great sheaves of glorious bloom, and 
seemed to give out a white light of their own, as well as 
a solid breath of fragrance like a song. They looked 
things holy, unapproai hahle. altogether surprising to 
come upon in the dusty highway,— a company of saints 
or angels symbolized by flowers. 

Amaryllis, washing windows, heard die talk about the 
dress, and Louisa's marriage, and Frank Veasy. with 
pain. She was mortified heeause her beautiful niece 
must appear next Monday in a made-over dress, seated 
on the high school platform beside Maud Riding in a 
line new one; but she saw no way out of that difficulty. 

'T'HEX she heard the winding scream of a siren whistle 
down the road, and the usual chug and roar, and 
scowled. "Another of them devilish things!" she mut- 
tered. But as she turned about, and started, she heard 




The Science of 
Money Making 



— the science of money making. Professional 
men with know led^e already acquired apply 
ihts knowledge lo their practice and get re- 
sults ; whereas most business men "fust hap- 
pen." Among professional careers, there are 
hut few failures, while in business they are 
frequent, and usually result liom lack of train- 

The College of Investments is a business man s 
university and the pioneer oi courses which will, 
oo doubt, soon be established at Harvard. Yale 
and Princeton. It meets the imperative, trying 
demand lor a course to round out a modem, 
keen, intrlli^ent, sell-reliant and fearless -busi- 
ng man. Everyone acknowledge, that 
certain well denned principle, exact systems 

arjphed in every enterprise 
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